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4. "Lordy, but It's heavy!

= ANYEXCEFTION.

MR, CUMSO—You can't eat your cake and hawve it,

MR, CAWKER—That principle Is all right as to eating, but it does not
hold when it comes to drinking.

MR, CUMSO—Why not?"

MR, CAWKER—Your health can be drunk and still be kept.
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6. "wm—wlu'a dat?"

The Road }lgants Rapulsa.

She was a buxem, red-cheeked and rather come-
1y schoolma'am, who would never sse thirty again,
and when she entered the Wingdam coach the
male passengers shifted uneasily and stared at
her with interest, She seemed very shy and em-
barrassed at first, and tightly gripped in her hands
the large cotton umbrella she carried, ]

Broncho Blll, a stalwart miner, who was minus
the usual complement of ears, silently voted her a
“daisy;"” Judge Bhister, who dispensed justice and
red-eye In the back room of the ‘Wingdam Hotel,
mentally vowed that she should become the fourth
Mrs. Shister ag soon as he could scrape an ac-
quaintance, and Willie Sigret, a pallid, undevel-
oped young tenderfoot whose guns did not fit him,
was in love In four seconds,

“I beg pardon, miss,” he eald, lifting his hat
with his old-time Eastern grace. “You are the
new Wingdam schoolma'am, I suppose?”

“¥ am,"” she replied stiffly.

“'Glad to hear it,'’ he continued gallantly. “Wing-
dam will be delighted to =ee you. The ride through
the hills is rather dangerous, owing to the numer-
ous road agents that infest this country, but you
need have no fear,
Wingdam all right if this revolver holds out.”

She thanked him with blushes, then gripped her
green cotton umbrelia tighter and looked out of
the window to avold the male passengers' concen-
trated gaze.

When a lone highwayman held up'the coa.oh half
an hour latér every man Inside and outside threw
up his hands without a murmur or endeavored to
burrow into the floor of the ceoach. The little
schoolma’am, however, leaped to the ground In a
moment, and still gripping her blg umbrella,
wilked straight up to the lone road agent,

G0 away!’ she ¢ried, "go away, you mean
thing!"’ and before he had recovered from his sur-
prise she whacked him over the head with the
umbrella and made him see staras, He threatened
her. with his pistols, but she seemed absolutely
fearless, and as he had not been accustomed to
shooting women, he was compelled to back away
to escape the shower of blows she aimed at his
head. She uppercut him with the umbrella, she
Jabbed him with the umbrella, she whacked him
with the umbrella, and in less than ten seconds he
turned and fled into the brush as If Satan himaelf
were behind him. y

When the little schoolma'am stepped back Into
the coach she stumbled over Willle Sigret, who
was industriously hugging the fivor. Catching him
by the collar, she yanked him to his feet, picked
up his hat and puahed him Into his old seat beside
her,

“Have no fear, Willle,” she cried. “I'll see that
you get' into Wingdam all right if this umbrella
holds out!”
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A Collector's Trials,
CLERK—How did you succeed with that bill
ns;u:a.t street car conductor?
COLLECTOR—I got tired of seelng him at his
house, so to-day I'got on his car and demended

pa’
cx.mnx—-wbat did he do?
'COLLECTOR—Just what he's bm dolng all
along—put me off. :
© . Undeceived.
The angry cat, m&- deflant attitude.
“A.w, mn.wf. ‘snarfe “~ conten

I'l see that you get intg

Not His Day.

“Whoop! Whoop-2e!" he ghouted as he rede into - :

the town of Pizen Hill one day and started a stam-
pede of people, “Whoop! Whoop-ee!" he contin-
ued, ae he halted before an insignificant looking
little man who was whittling a stick in front of
the Red Dog Saloon—the only man to gtand his
ground when the terror made his appearance—
“I'tn the human avalanche from Bnake Hill,
and It's my day fur wipin’ hull towns off'n the
airth?'

“Glad to meet ye, pard,” was the calm reply
of the little fellow, as he whittled away vigor-
ocusly.

“Waugh! but h'ar him talk!” roared the otherin

& volce that seemed tp shake every bullding In

town. “H'ar the fule speak o' bein' glad to meet
ale sure death! Why, cyclones dasn't meet me In
4 fa’'r fout, and mountains tremble when tharr ez
me comin'!"

“What fur?' was asked,

“What fur! Why, ye durned idjet ye, ‘causs
they know I deal in death, and death only!"

“Ar' it a payin’ bizness?"

“Ar it a payin’ bizness!" echoed the awful voice.

“Whoop! but why don’t some one remove this
child from my path afore I swaller him hullr Why
AON" L e

“Look a-yere! interrupted the quiet man, as he
turned red In the face and walked straight up to
the blg fellow, "I'm a leétle critter, I know, but
when folks git to ecallin’' me a baby my dander
allus takes a riz, and ] kin' lick a few mountains
myself!”

‘“Woof! Bring on ver cyc'ones! Bring on yer
dens o' grizzly b'ars! Bring on yer armies o' fight-
ers and watch the human gvalanche chaw 'em up
in a bunch! Whoop! but I'm liable to sneeze any
minit and blow this infant and his hull town clean
gut o' the State o Texas!"

“GIt right down off'n that hoss and git lcked!”
shouted the little man, as he began removing his
coat in a businesslike way, but the other only
glared at him and went on:

‘Waugh! but I've gotter begin my dally massa-
cerin’ on o midget, and"—

He stopped suddenly and softly inquired, as a
look of perplexity came over his face:

"Say, ar' to-day Saturday or Sunday?”

's Sunday, but I'll lick y& jest the same.”

hat! Ar' it Sunday? Wall, how could T hev
made sich a mistake? My days fur slaughterin’,
ye know, ar’ only week days, and"—

The other reached for him, but he saw the move-
ment and put spurs to his horse and got away,
while the little man looked longingly after him
with tears in his eyes and muttered:

“Jest my durned luck! He was the fust feller
who ever sassed me that I was sure T could lck,
and he was afeared to fight! Jest my durned luck,
I'm durned U it haintll’
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A Subtle Germ.

. There lurks a dire Infection in the kiss,

' And 1 know of no protection,
~Antidote nor sure correction
'That will serve In a connection ludi as 1 s,

For the ger nmzﬁwemdinmﬁymi !
s ifer itself so neatly
ipa that tempt yon sweeth
w it you're onuplzmlr in its
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wop nathin

he ralling at the flow

What have you to say for
FIERCE LOOKING F

“handle with care.,” I us.
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MAGISTRATE—Y ;%’

CITY FRIEND—You don't suppose !
burglars away, do you?
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